16$                                BOOTS AND SADDLES.
No one who has not experienced it can dream what it is to live so many years in a glare as we did. Many of the officers were almost blind from time to time, owin^ to the reflection of the sand over which they marc-lied, and with which they were surrounded in e;imp and garrison. I once asked a friend who had erased the plains several times, what'she would prefer above everything else on the march. When she replied, "a tree," I agreed with her that nothing else could have been such a blessing.
IIv husband felt that any amount of care spent on the poor little saplings would be labor well bestowed. If we were ordered away, he knew that others coming after us, stationed in that dreary waste, would derive tile benefit. Several years afterwards I was assured that some one was reaping his sowing, for a large leaf was enclosed to me in an envelope, and a word added to explain that it was from the tree in front of our quarters.
On the opposite side of the Missouri River, except f *r the scattered underbrush along the banks, there was a stretch of country for eighty miles eastward without ;i tree, and with hardly a bush. The only one I knew uf, on our side of the river, I could not help calling a iron nine ancestral tree. It was a burying-place for the Indians. TTe counted seventeen of them that were lashed to boards and laid across the main branches, and there securely fastened, so that a tornado could not dislodge them. Much as we longed to enjoy what Lad become by its rarity a novelty, the sitting under the shade of green trees, and hearing the sound of the left to finish him afterwards. Thettle shivering group into new panics.
